THE MISSION IN FUTTEHPOHE.                195

knelt down and prayed, one of the guards came, and,
giving me a kick on the back, ordered me either to
pray after the Mohammedan form, or to hold my
tongue. The next day, Ensign Cheek, an officer of
the late 6th N. I, was brought in as a prisoner. He
was so severely wounded, that he was scarcely able to
stand on his legs, but was on the point of fainting.
I made some gruel of the suttoo and goor which we
brought with us, and some of which was still left, and
gave him to drink; also a pot full of water. Drinking
this, he felt refreshed, and opened his eyes. Seeing
me, a fellow-prisoner and minister of the gospel, he
related the history of his sufferings, and asked me, if
I escaped in safety, to write to his mother in England,
and to his aunt at Bancoorah; which I have since
done. As the poor man was unable to lie down on
the bare hard ground, for that was all that was allotted
to us, I begged the darogah to give him a charpoy.
With great difficulty lie consented to supply one; and
that was a broken one. Finding me so kindly dis-
posed to poor Cheek, the darogah fastened my feet in
the stocks, and thus caused a separation, not only from
him, but also from my poor family. While this was
going on, a large body of armed men fell upon me,
holding forth the promise of immediate release if I
became a Mohammedan. At that time Ensign Cheek
cried with a loud voice, and said, * Padre, padre, be
firm; do not give way.' My poor wife, not willing to
be separated, was dragged away by her hair, and re*
ceived a severe wound, in her forehead, The third